happy. Come," and he took me by the hand and led me 155
round to the front of the pavilion. He did it as if he were
about to confer on me the greatest gift that man can give
1 to man. "I give you.the earth, and all the blessings it con-
tains," said that mute, eloquent Jook in his eyes. I looked.
I said—"God, it's incredible!" I turned my eyes away.
It was too much, too much to try to accept at once.
Alexandras had gone inside for a moment, leaving me'
to pace slowly back and forth on the piazza of the pavilion
surveying the grandeur of the scene. I felt slightly de-
mented, like some of the great monarchs of the past who
had devoted their lives to the enhancement of art and
-culture. I no longer felt the need of enrichment; I had
reached the apogee, I wanted to give, to give prodigally
aj&4 indiscriminately of all I possessed.
Alexandras appeared with a rag, a shoe brush and a big
rusty knife 5 he got down on his knees and began ftiani-
curing my shoes. I was not in the least embarrassed. I
thought to myself let him do as he likes, it gives him
pleasure. I wondered vaguely what I might do myself to
make men realize what great happiness lies in store for
all of us. I sent out a benediction in every direction—to.
old and young, to the neglected savages & the forgotten
parts of the earth, to wild as well as domesticated animals,
to the birds of the air, to creeping things, to trees and
plants and flowers, to rocks and lakes and mountains. This
is the first day of my life, said I to myself, that I have
included everybody and everything on this earth in one
thought I bless the world, every inch of it, every living
atom, and it is all alive, breathing like myself, and con-
scious through and through.
. Alexandras brought out a tahlp and spread it. He sug-
gested that I walk about the grounds and inspect the rains.
I listened to him a$ in a trance. Yes, I suppose I ought to
stroll about and tie it all in. That's what one usually

